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Want 


Author's Notes: 
This was originally intended to be a chapter in my "Ask Me Anything" story, but it didn't really fit anywhere 
there, so | am posting it here as a one-shot. The usual disclaimer still applies. | love Izzy and Axl and mean 


them no disrespect, believe me! Anyway.. 


| grabbed his wrists and pinned them hard to the wall behind him. | heard him cry out in pain as they made 
contact with the rough brick and mortar behind him. | had him almost chained to it. He struggled a little. | 

tightened my grip every time he tried to move. He bit his lip. | was hurting him. And | knew it. But | wanted 
him. An animal rose up in me from deep within my belly, and it wouldn't go away. My cock pulsed with want, 


with desire. 


| tightened my grip on his hands. He winced at the pressure. My grip was so tight that | could feel his blood 
throbbing in his wrists. | wanted to fuck him so hard right there in the alley, and | didn't give a shit if anyone 
saw us. | wanted to taste him, hear him moan and gasp with pleasure, feel the touch of his skin as sweat ran 
down his body, know parts of him that no one else could know. He was mine, goddammit, and | wanted him. He 


was mine! 


But the more | stared into his green eyes, shining even in the light from the old streetlight on the corner, the 
more | could feel my rage slipping away. | could see now that | was scaring him, genuinely scaring him. | 
thought of all he had been through: all the times he had come over, upset because of the hideous bruises 
covering his body, or when he confessed to me and Chris Weber in the dark room we shared that he had been 
raped by a air conditioning repair man in a hotel room when he was 19.. All the damage he'd suffered.. and | 
was making it worse. | was inflicting more on him. | could see him reliving those moments of life right in front 


of me, and it made me feel even more sick. Oh my God..Was | any better now than that fucking scumbag in 


that St. Louis hotel room? 


"What have | done..?" | breathed. | could see tears welling up in his eyes, like crystals. He looked like the sweet 
dog who had just received the beating of his life. Something wet touched my fingers and ran down my arm. | 


looked. 


Blood. It was blood. His hands and wrists were bleeding, scraped up when | pinned them to the wall. Now | 
thought | was going to throw up, the breath being driven out of my body, like | was being compressed in a 


vice. No, no, no, no, no.. 


My knees got weak, and so did my grip on his wrists. | held on to them gently, sinking down onto the gravelly 
asphalt. He slid down gently with me, but only because | gently pulled him with me. 


We collapsed in a tangled heap on the soaked asphalt, my breath coming in short, shallow bursts; his in 
shuddering gasps. | hated myself. My blood boiled. | was such a goddamn idiot! What was wrong with me? What 


have | done? | tried to coerce him into-- 


My head dropped against his chest, trembling with his uneven breathing. | gripped his jacket tightly, trying not 
to cry onto him. | didn't want him to see me cry, | couldn't. | just fucking couldn't. | rested against him, gripping 
him to me. | could hear his heartbeat pounding against his ribs, but | didn't like the sound of it now.. | loved 
hearing it when it was calm and strong, not jumpy and frightened. | was so ashamed of what | had done to 
him.. This beautiful porcelain doll that | just tossed around like a baseball.. My stomach was twisting into 
painful, sickening knots. 


And it all came back to me.. Us, in my room, laying peacefully together, caressing each other's faces, listening 
to each other's breathing. It was so calm, so peaceful. But | couldn't wait any more, | wanted him so badly. | 
wanted him to take me to paradise with him, to feel him inside of me, pressed against me, screaming my 
name, needing me, clutching at my hair. | didn't want this to happen. | didn't want to hurt, Goddammit! | hated 


myself so much. 


‘lm sorry," | breathed into his warm skin. "I'm so sorry. I'm sorry for everything. | never meant to hurt you 


so badly. | never should have tried to do that to you. I'm so sorry. Please forgive me, Bill--" 


Suddenly, | felt a sharp pain in my ass and ankle. A blur of bright fire and shiny black leather. A gasp of hurt 
and fear. And before | knew what was happening, Axl flew down the alleyway at top speed, sending fresh 


rainwater everywhere, cradling his scraped-up wrists to his chest, his boots thumping on the ground as he 


ran away from me. My vertebrae burned where they had grazed the wall behind me. 


He didn't talk to me for a long time after that. 


